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: EDITOR, 
Cuartotte, Wiw.1aM, 
CAROLINE, ELLEN, 
Ametia, Miss Haresoox, 
JOHN, GEORGE. 

(The centre table covered 
with Aanuals for 1833.) 

Charlotte. Have you vis- 
ited the Juvenile Museum, 
Caroline ? 

Caroline. No; I hardly 
thought such lads would be 
able to display any thing ve- 
ry interesting. 

Charlotte. Oh, I assure 
you, they have collected a 
variety of curiosities worth 
seeing. 

Caroline. 1 was quite 
amused yesterday to hear, 
that Mr. Scientificus was so 

uch gratified by his visit, 
that he intends purchasing a 





season ticket. I hear they 
have a piece of cloth from 


‘the field of Waterloo. I had 


a great mind to cut off a 
piece of old Maumer Molly’s 
wrapper, and send it to them 
as a relic from the battle at 
New Orleans. 

William. Why, sister, 
how can you turn every 
thing into ridicule? She 
complains always of my be- 
ing very fastidious, but I as- 


sure you, Mrs. Editor, I pas- |. 


seda pleasant and instruc- 
tive hour at the Juvenile 
Museum. 

Editor. Have you visited 
the Juvenile Museum, Miss 
Hatebook 1? 

Miss Hatebook. No, Mrs. 
Editur. . I think it very on- 
proper for young teddies, to 
be capuring about after 
shows and such gimcranks. 
My frend, Miss Wiseacre 
went yesterday, and she 
says they havent got nothing 
worth looking at. She says 
theres a great. white image 
of an outlandish man with- 
out eyes————— 












‘George. (whisper 
itor.) ‘The bust of Mr. Can- 
hning.— 

Miss Hatebook. Then 
theres shells all spred out— 
asif you couldnt get a bush- 
el basket down at the Islard! 
and bits of stone too! Just 
think, Mrs. Editur, of bring- 
ing stones from the Back 
Country, to show to wus 
Charlestonians, asif we did 
not know what stones is ! 

George, (softly to Editor.) 
She means mineralogical 
specimens, 

William. Mrs. Editor, 
there are sixty-three varie- 
ties of our [sland shells, col- 
lected by one of the Proprie- 
tors, and many fine foreign 
specimens, 

Ellen. Anda piece of 
rock from St. Helena. 

George, And very curi- 
ous Indian implements. 

John. And some ancient 
coins. 

Amelia. And cloth made 
from the bark of trees in the 
Sandwich Islands. 

William. And a very oid 
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book containing the life and 
trial! of Charies Ist, of Eng- 
land. 

Charlotte. Anda French 
Show box, and in another 
rugin a Magic Lantern. 

Miss Hatebook. 1 should 
lik io see the Magic Lan- 
turns, and the show boxes, 
I like picturs. 

Editor. 1 think I can 
gratify you then, Miss Hate- 
hook. Here is a splendid 
collection of engravings in 
the Annuals of 1833. These 
beautiful Chrisimas and 
New Years gifts are still ve- 
ry popular, and have never 
been finished with greater 
attractions, than this season. 
William, will you call over 
their titles, and hand them 
to my young guests 1 

William (goes to the table.) 


Heath’s Picturesque An- 
nual, London. Landscape 
Annual, London. The Am- 


ulet, London, Literary Sou- 
venir, London. Friendship’s 
Offering, London. Forget 
me not, London. The To- 
ken, merican. The Annu- 
als, particularly designed for 
Youth, are the New Year's 
Gift, London. Juvenile For- 
get me not, London—and the 
Pear|, Philadelphia. 

Editor. The Booksellers, 
who obligingly loaned me 
these, say, that a few more 
are expected, but probably 
this collection will not be 
surpassed in beauty or in- 
terest, 

William. I scarcely know 
which to examine first, 
Heath’s Picturesque Annual, 
or the Landscape Ammual. 
They seam Lke Literary 








twins, equally exquisite in 
style and urrangement. The 
plates represent European 
views, and the narratives fre- 
quently iliustrate them. 

I have the Am- 


vit! 
ulet, wk, Miss Caroline, 


at this new styleof coloming, 
on the plate of the Golden 
Age. The cheek and lips 
are tinged with pink, Sweet 
creature ! 

Caroling. Which? The 
picture or me ? 

Charlotie. Oh, William, 
come and look at the plates 
in Friendship’s Offering. I 
cannot bear to examine any 
thing so pretty alone. Look 
at the “ Unveiling!” How 
sly, and yet how innocent ! 
and wasthere ever any thing 
equal in softness to this plate 
of “ Affection,” with the mo- 
ther and her two children 2? 
Do, Caroline, come and see 
this. 

Careline. Wait one mo- 
ment, unfil [have examined 
this plate of “ Night,” in the 
Forget me not. This is the 
first time IL have ever seen a 
representation of a human 
being in the cloiids, that did 
not look heavier than the at- 
mosphere, And as for tly- 
ing, they do it as uncouth! y, 
as the Spahiantt who leaped 
over chairs fo make himself 
as lively asa Frenchman. 

William. 1 agree with 
you, sister, Those winged 
monsiers, that aye meant by 
painters tobe angels, look as 
if their wings, like those of 
Icarus of old, were wax. 

Caroline. But look, broth- 


er, at this real flying in the 
Forget me not. 





See with } 


what a birdlike repose, the 
mother with her child soars 
among the stars, touching 
the very moon ! Oh, would 
that I could soar away with 
them | 

William, (laughing.) Why, 
Caroline, they say that you 
are alittle moonstruck* ’ al- 
ready. 

William. What are you 
looking at, Mrs. Editor ? 

Editor. At something 
which I ought not to, Wil- 
liam, for it makes my heart 
ac he, and in — a happy 
circle as this, I should be 
happy too, The picture of 
the “Inundation,” in the 
Literary Souvenir, has quiie 
absorbed me. The Father 
covering his face in anguish 
too deep to represent, while 
the waves are rising fast up- 
onthe litthe family around 
him—the mother clasping 
her babe, with her gaze to 
Heaven—the little girl hold- 
ing her kitten and looking 
silently on the rushing -wa- 
ters—the dog with his muté 
attitude of sorrow—Oh, take 
away the picture, William ! 
Miss Hatebook, what are 
you looking at? 

Miss Hatebook. 1 was a 
thinking, Mrs. Editur, how 
much this here boy, in_ the 
Pearl, or, (spelling) Af-fec- 
tion’: Gift looks like my cous- 
in Jayue,when he got a flog- 
ging tother day. 

Editor. But do look at 
this picture. ‘“ My Sister 
Mary !” The youngest one 
with her bright eye seeme 
ready tospeak. There have 
been no prettier engravings, 

*Crazy. 
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this year, than those in the 
Pearl. 

John. I know somebody 
that looks exactly like the 
“Grandmother,” in the Juve- 
nile Forget me not. I wish 
I cou'd remember who it is. 
Come, George, it is time to 

0. 
George. Just let me look, 
ene iminute, at The New 
Years Gift. How beautiful! 
I wish | could sit down and 
read it. 

Caroline. Observe Ame- 
lia! AH this time that we 
have been chattering, she 
has been absorbed in reading 
the Token. (Caroline pteps 
over her shoulder.) “ The 
Bridal ring, by Miss Sedg- 
wick,” a pretty story for a 

irl of fourteen to read! 
(Calls out in her ear) Ame- 
lia} 

Amelia, (starting bewilder- 
ed) “Yes, ma’am, coming!” 

(All laugh. Editor shakes 
hands with them.) Ezeunt. 








= 
For my Youngest 
Readers. 


Little George is wait- 
ing for his Rose Bu. 
Has he been agood boy, 
and learned his lessons, 
and obeyed his papa and 
mama, and been quiet at 
school? [I think then, 
I must tell him a story. 

Once there was a boy, 
and he went over the 
water in a large ship. 
He loved to see the 
waves, and the great 
fishes ; and the Captain 











8) 





used to talk to the little 
boy, and carry him in 
his arms, when the wind 
blew, and rockcd the 
vessel, 

Well, this little boy 
went toa large city, and 
saw the houses, and the 
churches, and the fine 
ladies. And then he 
went into the country, 
and he saw fields, and 
hills, and cottages, and 
he saw something pret- 
tier than all these. Was 
it a rocking horse? No. 
Was it atin sword? No. 
Was it white marbles? 
No, none of these things. 
It was a_ sweet little 
girl, named Anna, and 


he loved her. 
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CHARLESTON: 


‘Saturday, December 22, 1632. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

“Une Aimee,’ “ A Fairy 
Tale,” and “D.” will appear 
shortly. 

















PANORAMA, 
FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 


The addition of New 
Longwood to this beautiful 
exhibition, increases its at- 
traction, We advise every 
parent to embrace this op- 
portunity of impressing the 
minds of their children with 
the facts connected with this 
interesting portion of the 
history of Bonaparte.” 

The music in attendance 
is appropriate and impressive. 











Mrs. Marrna Dersy, 
wife of R. C. Derby, Esqr. 
of Boston, whose accomplish- 
ed mind and gracefu} man- 
ners are well known in this 
community, died in Boston 
in November last. <A letter 
from a mutual friend informs 
us, that she was perfectly re- 
signed, and wrete with a 
pencil, the day before her 
death, her own Epitaph. 


It will -be interesting to 
her friends here,to read an 
extract from a letter to the 
Editor of the Rose Bud, writ- 
ten on the 31st of October. 


“T venture to suggest that 
children should be taught in 
your Gazette to make use of 
the endearing appeliations 
Papa, and Mama, instead of 
Father and Mother, which 
in my ear sound very harsh, 
except from men and women. 

I doubt, whether in any 
country,except Ge:many and 
America, children address 
their parents in this manner, 
and it is only of late years, 
that they have done so in 
America,” 





We acknowledge the fa- 
vour of the “ Ladies’ Mir- 
ror,” from Southbridge, Mass. 
and the “ Youths’ Literar 
Gazelte,” from Philadelphia, 
both, charming periodicals. 





Avupubon, the great Omi- 
thologist,* has ‘expressed a 
wish to be buried at his 
death, in some rural spot, 
where the birds may sing 
ever his grave. 


*One who studies birds, 
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The following appeal is not mere poetry. It was fe- 
alized in the affectny spectacle presented by the Siup- 
wrecked Sufferers of the Pennsylvania, and answered by 
a burst of sympathy from our city authorities, and the cit- 
izens individually. 


THE SHIPWRECKED EMIGRANTS’ 


APPEAL. 
THE OLD MATHON’S APPEAL. 
My locks are gray, | am old, 1 am old, 
And weak is my trembling hand ; 
But our soil was hard, and our winds were cold, 
And I follow’d the Switzer band. 
*T was sad to sev all the young ones go, 
"T was sad to leave my home, 
But | wip’d my eyes, eke the tears would flow, 
And began o’er the waves to roam, 
I would fain lay me down as my sires have laid, 
Where snows on the long graves rest, 
For there when a child I have ofien play’d, 
Like a babe onits mothers breast. 
“Oh, ye, who can comfort the widow’s heart, 
And brighten her closing day, 
Your gifts to her silvery age impart, 
And cheer her faltering way ! 


THE YOUNG MAN’S APPEAL. 
I am strong and brave, with a heart of pride, 
Over ocean I came, with a gentle bride, 
A tempest arose on the raging sea, 
But it spar’d my Ella, to comfort me. 
1 ask but for room in the western world, 
And the flag of my hope shall be here unfurled, 
No toil og hardships [ care to shun, 
If Elia is near me, my faithful one. 


THE SWISS GIRL’S APPEAL. 
I came from the region of mountain snow, 
Where the avalanche falls in the vale bclow, 
Yet dearer to me my native breeze, 
Than the mildest wind of the western scas, 
For Lubin still on his soft pipe plays, 
Where the noble Rhine in its fullness strays.— 
But how could [let my mother depart, 
O’er the distant sea, with a breaking heart ? 
So I left my Lubin with many a tear, 
And a shipwreck’d wanderer am driven here. 


THE INFANT'S APPEAL, 
Tender infant! not in vain, 
Dost thou raise thy plaintive strain. 
See thy fragile little form, 
Safe amid the ocean storm ! 
Hear thy soft and living breath, 
Rescued from the arm of death ! 
Thy cradle was the Atlantic wild, 
And yet thou livest, gentle child! 
Thy vessel.in its strength was riven, 
Yet, frail one, thou wert sav’d by Heavea. 
Tender infant, not in vain, 
Hast thou rais’d thy plaintive strain ! 


c. G. 
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FOR THE ROSE BUD, 


CHILDREN’S HYMN. 
Let us come in the brightness and beauty of springy 
‘Fo the God, who each blessing has given, 
And our hearts an acceptable sacrifice bring, 
To lay on the altar of Heaven. 


————  _—- ——— 


For the aged, the mourner, the rich and the poor 
Salvation is ever supplied, 

’Tho’ late, if repentant, they call at the door, 
An entrance is never denied. 


But ah! ere the joys or the sorrows of life, 
Have chained down our spirits to earth, 

Let us raise them unsullied by passions or strife, 
In praise to the Ged of our birth. 


Then thanks for each treasure displayed in his word, 
Above ail for that voice, which has given 
A promise to children, who trust in the Lord, 
* That of such is the kingdom of heaven.” 
New- York. M, E, C, 





FOR THE ROSE BUD: 


FROM A FRIEND. 
My God ! how does my spirit rise, 
And long to be at rest 


In the blest mansions of the skies, 
- On my Redeemer’s breast ! 


For there, my lovely children dwell, 
They've burst the enthralling clay 
I hear their voice in blissful joy, 
Say, “ Mother why delay?” 


And once, ’twas in a solemn dream, 
Their gentle spirits came, 7 
And bending o’er their Mother’s neck, 

Whisper’d that tender narne.— 


A rustling—a withdrawal came, 
I felt that they were gone, 
I woke, and bending down in pra 
. Said, “ Lord thy will be done.” 
Charleston, S. C. 








. == 3 
The Proprietors of the JUVENILE 
MUSEUM, inform their young friends, that 
it will be opened for their inspection betweem 
the hours of 10 and 12 a. mM. and 4and$ p.m. on Mone 
davs, Wednesdays, Fridays and Saturdays in each we 
from the 17th inst. to January Ist, at No 12, Meeting-st. 
Ad:nittance, 124 cents, to defray expenses, and add te 
the \iuseum, Dec. 15. 





4 ee LITTLE READER, and Child’s own Baok 
of Tales and Anecdotes about dogs.—Also, Bihle 
Justrations, an adinirable book for S y School, and 
Sabbath Reading. For ely : 
S. BABCOCK, No. 290, King-streeg 
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ANNUALS FOR 1833 _ 


Fe sa!» atthe Bookstores of Messrs Thayer, Bep- 
rett, Babcock, Hussey, Gm ee 
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